Ancient Mounds
underclothing, rolled in and out of their tents; while, in
some unobtrusive corner where stones might not be
thrown, even the py-dogs had puppies, and added to the
unwanted population of the world.
"This is Spring," said the women. "This is the
Arabs' paradise"; and came laughing and chatting in
a circle as we sat at the door of our tent. This season
makes up to them for the cold of winter and heat of
summer. For two months or three, animals eat as much
as they like all day long, and human beings can sit in
their flimsy lopsided houses in comfort or wander delight-
fully in the lengthening grass and its flowers.
We used to walk over the desert, usually with someone
or other from the tents to keep us company. We met
Piddha here, a beautiful creature of fourteen or so, trailing
the long embroidered Beduin gown like the old songs,
with silver anklets on her brown feet and a little pick in
her hand with which she was digging up thistle roots to
cook.
As we strolled with her, S. found a piece of chipped
obsidian on the ground. We began to look, and soon
-discovered that the low mound we happened to be walking
over was sprinkled with flints and pottery; there were
shards on which bits of pattern could be traced, in brown
or red unglazed colours, four or five thousand years old:
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